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^ The Tragedy 0/ Othello , 

'Br4, The worfc welcome, 

I haac charg’d thee not to haunt about my dotes. 

In honeft plainencfle, thou haft heard me fay 

My daughter is not for thee, and now in madnes. 

Being full of fupper.and diftempermg draughts, 

V pon malicious braucry , doft thou come 
To ftartniy quiet? 

Sir, fir, fir. 

'Bra, But thou muft needs be fure 

My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Patience good fir 

Bra. ^ hat, teU'ft thou me of robbing ? this is Vemet., 

My houfe isnot a graunge. 

Rod. Moftgraue 

Infimpleandpurefoidel conicto^ tiot feme God, if the 

for Coufens , and Gennets for C7er»M«/. 

Moore , arc now making the Bea ft with 

:Sr4. Thouartavillaine. 

K,d. Sir,IwilUn(w£t^4nytbmg^BatIbelrecllyo , 

Iftb=yoorpUaror=.and«oftw.fcconto, 

(AspartlyIfinditisHhMyoar6^c^oghe«, 

Atthisodewn.anddullwatdlMh p , 

Tranfported with no worCe nor bett« ga r 

But witba knaut of common b.re, a ^ 

TothcaroffcclarpcsofalafciuiousMoote.! 

lfthisb\knwcto..yonand^^^^^^^^ 

Weethenhauedoneyoubold-an ^ 

Butaf you know no: this, my mariner^ 

Weehaueyour wrong rebuke : DP not beieeu 
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the Moore of V enice. v 

Thst fronfl of ciuilitic, 

I thus would play and trifle with your Rcuerence. 

Your daushter (ifyou haue not giuen her leaue, 

I fay agaihe) hath made a grofl'e rcaolt, 

Tyin" her duty, beautie, wit and fortunes, 

In an^xtrauagant and wheeling Stranger, 

Of here, and eaery where : Straight fatisfie your felfei^ 
If {he be in her chamber, or your houfe. 

Let loofc on me the luftice of the ftate. 

For thus deluding you. 

Strike on the tinder. Ho : 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people • 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame, 

Beleefe of it oppreffes me already .• 

Light I fay, light. 

lag. Farewell, for I muft leaue you. 

It feemes not meet, nor wholcfomc co my place. 

To be produc’d (as if I ftay I lhall,) 

Again!! the Moore, for I doe know the ftate, 

(How euer this may gaule him with fome checke) 

Cannot withfafety call him, for hee’s imbark’d. 

With fuch loud reafon, toths.Cipres warres, 

(Which euen now ftands in ad) that for their foules,'. 
Another of his fathomc, they haue none 
To lead their bufinefl'e, in which regard, 

Tho I doe hare him, as I doe hells paines^ 

Yet far ncceflity of prefent life, 

I muft (hew out a flag, and figne of loue. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you (hall furely find him 
Lead to the Sagittary the raifed fearch, 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Exit. 

E«/«r Brabantio <« his nightgomtt and fer urns 
With Torches. 

Bra. It is too true an euill, gone (he is, I 
And what’s to come of my defpifed time, , t 

Is nought but bicterneffe n aw 
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